40                    LETTERS  TO AN UNKNOWN

was of clay, like the feet. But the idolater
had a lamp in his hand and the reflection of
this lamp gilded the idol's head. If I were
the idol I would say: " Is it my fault that
you have put out your lamp ?" It seems
to me that I am becoming very Oriental.

I see with grief that your coquetry goes
on increasing. I am well informed about your
devoutness. I thank you for your prayers,
if they are not a figure of rhetoric. I am
very sorry that you are reading Homer
through Pope. Everything in Homer is re-
markable. The epithets which seem so
strange when translated in French are ad-
mirably precise. I remember that he calls
the sea purple, and I had never understood
that word. Last year I was in a little boat on
the Gulf of Lepanto. The sun was setting.
As soon as it vanished, the sea took for ten
minutes a magnificent dark violet tint. This
requires the air, the sea, and the sun of
Greece. I hope that you shall never become
an artist enough to have pleasure in recog-
nizing that Homer was a great painter.
Good-by,s.    It may be that I will go
